that allowed you to see what you could do. They put me on in between two well-known folk artists, John Martyn and Michael Chapman. I only performed, from memory, four songs although I could have played a couple more. However, I made the decision before I got on stage to play a short set so as not to get a reputation of being a stage hugger.
The moment I started singing my first song -a translated Chinese poem, which began with the words, 'From my room the world is beyond my understanding but when I walk I see that it consists of, three or four hills and a cloud' -I noticed Nick had stopped tuning his guitar and looking straight at me with a curious smile. I couldn't miss noticing him, as he seemed to be giving me more attention than anyone else at that stage. By the time I finished the last song of my short set, however, I had lost sight of Nick as the number of people showing an interest in my music had grown and more people were standing close to the stage so I could no longer see him. When I finished my set, someone close to the stage leaned over and said, "That was interesting, you sound a bit like Leonard Cohen." I was a bit taken aback as I had never before been compared to Leonard Cohen although I liked his music.
Then he said, "You ought to talk to the guy sitting on the floor. He does songs like yours." I went over to where Nick was tuning his guitar and introduced myself and asked him when was he going to play?
Nick said he wasn't sure when he was playing. I was going to ask him what he thought of my set but I thought better of it as I could see even then that he was shy and so he might not like questions that might seem confronting. I told Nick that I had just seen Bob Dylan perform at the Isle of Wight. Before he could reply, someone came over and asked Nick was he going to play any songs from his recently released record when his turn came to play. 1 Nick just said, "Maybe, I'm not sure." I was somewhat surprised that Nick had released a record as I was familiar with the music of most artists on the British folk scene and I had never heard of Nick Drake and his face was not at all familiar. In fact, he didn't look like someone who would be involved in the folk scene at all. He seemed to me rather like the kind of young man you see playing classical music in an orchestra.
There was also something upper middle class in the way he moved and spoke, although I had never seen an upper middle class person continually smoking joints the way Nick did. By also wearing a coat and boots like the kind you wear to ride horses, it only added to the impression that he was a slightly dishevelled unforthcoming member of the upper British middle class. I soon noticed that Nick' slightly dishevelled upper middle class persona made him stand out from most of the artists playing there that night as other artists playing that evening like Wizz Jones and Michael Chapman had distinct working class accents and John Martyn was from Glasgow. However, Nick did not speak in that rather off-hand formal English upper middle class manner. In fact, his voice seemed warm, soft and expressive. Nick Drake, Five Leaves Left, July 1969. He told me he had only just released his first record, which explained why I was unfamiliar with his work. I asked what the title was and he said, "Five Leaves Left." Given that I was familiar with the Rizla cigarette papers he was using to make his joints, the connection was immediately obvious so I laughed. He then offered me a 'toke.' It tasted dry and I asked where the hashish was from. He said it was from Morocco.
A couple of minutes of silence followed while we exchanged puffs on Nick's joint. He then said out of the corner of his mouth, "You're Australian aren't you?" I asked him how he knew. He said he picked that up from my songs, which gave him the impression of wide-open spaces and harsh sunlight. And then he said, "Of course, you sound Australian." To my surprise he said that he was born not that far away and I asked where. He replied, "Burma, Rangoon." I was surprised that Nick was born in Burma, as he seemed so quintessentially English it was hard to imagine him being born anywhere else. When he saw my surprise he said his father was a British civil service officer who had been posted to serve in Burma and that the family moved back to the UK when Nick was two. I asked where his family lived now and he said in a village in Warwickshire. He then went on to mention that he had attended Cambridge University for a while but I have forgotten the details of that part of the conversation.
However, the fact Nick was born in Burma seem to give us a link as we were both, in our own ways, the products of the British Empire's 19th century lust for expansion, if not world dominance. Also, the fact he was from the counties and a loner and not a Londoner with a wide circle of friends and acquaintances almost certainly was an ingredient that would allow us get to know each other.
Further, I later realized that although our musical styles were very different we shared a common theme that was identifying with, or alienation from, our natural surroundings and society. Unlike our other so-called folk artists, neither of us wrote or performed protest songs or traditional ballads.
After what seemed like an hour chatting about managers, record companies, folk venues and various artists we both liked, someone came over and said it was Nick's turn to play. So after picking up his bits and pieces Nick ambled onto the stage. Once on stage he began to arrange himself on a stool in a kind of leaning-forward hunch. Once settled Nick began to play. He did about eight songs, none of which I recognized at the time but I later worked out what some of them were.
Nick performed all his songs in what can only be called an intimate but expressive style. He didn't sound at all like any of the singer-song writers or folksingers I had ever heard before. His voice was soft and the imagery seemed so English but yet distant and unusual. There seemed nothing contemporary about either the songs or the subject matter. Yet when he sang, his songs seem to resonate somewhere in some long forgotten place deep inside. His guitar style was vaguely reminiscent of Bert Jansch and John Renbourn but it had a more understated classical feel. His fingers seem to dance over the frets but there was no elaborate solo guitar breaks. The lyrics, the melodies and the guitar style seem to blend into one in a way I had not experienced before.
The first song Nick sang and I later identified was Man in a Shed and it had some similarities with a song I had performed earlier in the evening called Geoffrey's Shack. Shacks and sheds are popular folk song reference points in Australia but I had never heard either being the subjects of songs by any While we were discussing various poets and their influence we somehow began discussing LSD and how each other's music was affected by the use of psychedelic drugs. At some point I told Nick I had stop taking any drugs since I had become interested in Buddhism. Nick then revealed that he himself practiced Buddhist meditation. Nick seemed to warm to our conversation and, in particular, when I said I thought there was one particular trait that all the poets we had discussed earlier share. That is a sense of desolation and loneliness and that, ultimately, living in society the way others want you to live whether they are friends or strangers is unfulfilling, especially, if you practice Buddhist meditation and are reflective in your thoughts. Then I decided to take a risk and say, "The songs you played tonight had this feeling too." He just smiled and said, "Well, I was thinking the same about the songs you played." We both laughed and Nick, of course, prepared to roll another joint. I went and played at Les Cousins regularly after that first night and virtually every time I was there, Nick was there. I also saw Nick at Bunjies, another folk café, not far from Les Cousins on the other side of Charing Cross road. Whenever we met we always got together and chattered but I had no access to a phone as I was living with friends at the time and I was hardly ever home anyway. So we couldn't arrange to meet, except when we saw each other at Les Cousins, Bunjies or the Troubadour in Earls Court.
One strange fact that comes back to me now is that I never saw Nick come or leave with anyone but myself. I did see him occasionally talk to John Martyn and briefly to some other people. He did mention other people he knew but it seems that most of them did not live in London. In other words, Nick was almost certainly a loner. Although I have read more recently that Nick played at gigs arranged by a manager, I got the impression he played many more unarranged gigs than those he is credited with, for when I saw him he seemed in a similar position to me. That is, he just turned up and volunteered to play if there was a chance of getting on.
While at the same time as I was seeing Nick and playing at a number of folk clubs over the next six to nine months, I was gradually developing a relationship with a Dutch girl and eventually followed her 
